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transport. He destroyed the transports. He became
supremely active, and then ominously quiet. He
showed the Turks his strength and then, fading into
the mirage, called mockingly, " Find me !" Instead
of detaching troops to gorge the trenches of the
Palestine front, the Turks had to reinforce here, there
and everywhere on their left wing to be prepared for
the hornet when he should display his sting.
Every day of respite which Feisal could give
Allenby meant that the kaleidoscopic segments of
the British army were clicking into their allotted
sockets. Every day, every hour, meant an accretion
of strength, an addition to the main structure, a
progressive alignment of an inspired picture.
Until September, 1918, Feisal danced willingly to
Allenby's bidding. In September the new army
was to be ready. In September the last tiny fragment
would snap into position, for the West was now
calling again for that diversion upon the flanks which
would end the war. There was to be no respite
while battalion commanders looked over their men,
while men looked over their battalion commanders,
and brigade commanders did those things which they
do to brigades. In many cases the senior battalion
commander brigaded the brigade, while inside the
battalions they fared as best they could.
Not only were the men strange to one another,
but officers had had to be found for this hurried
huddle of men. They had been rushed from England
with frantic haste, without one word of Urdu, Pushtu,
Gurmukhi or Gujerati between them. The Indian
troops had been taught the English words of